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BALLADS FEOM THE GERMAN. 



THE EEVENGE OF THE FLOWEES. 



FREILIGRATH. 

On downy couch and cushion lies 
In deep repose, a slumbering maid; 

The dusky fringes of her eyes 
On her carnation cheek are laid. 

There glistens on the rushy chair, 
In freshest bloom and beauty blent, 

A multitude of blossoms fair 
In vase of richest ornament. 

A 



2 THE REVENGE OP THE FLOWERS. 

There was a heavy sultriness, 

Where the maid in her sleep reposed ; — 
Death in the summer's fierce caress ; 

And the casements all were closed. 

Silent flew the fleeting hours : — 
But hark ! — a soft and sudden talk 

Amongst the busy-whispering flowers, 
Lisped from each petal, leaf, and stalk. 

Immaterial forms, I wist. 

The blossoms from their bosoms yield. 
Attired in robes of floating mist, 

With feiry coronet and shield. 

Out from the red heart of the Eose 
A shape of grace and beauty grew; 

Her hair in wild confusion flows, 

Bestarred with pearls that shine like dew. 

The Monkshood's cap of maintenance, 
And green leaves of the deepest shade, 



THE BEVENG£ OP THE FLOWERS. 3 

Guve forth a knight with tapering lance, 
And pointed helm, and shining blade. 

Upon the bold knighf s helmfed crest 
Waved the grey heron's nodding plume. 

A maid came from the Lily's breast, 
Her veil wrought in the spider's loom. 

The Turk's-eap furnished forth a Moor 

Of stately step and lordly mien ; 
The splendour of the Koh-i-noor 

Is glittering on his turban green. 

Proud from the Kaiser-lily sheed 

A sceptre-bearer rose to view. 
Begirt with swords of metal keen. 

Come huntsmen from the Iris blue. 

From the Narcissus' leafy shade 
Flouted an urchin dark as Death, 

Who straightway sought the sleeping maid 
And kissed her with his fevered breath. 



THE REVEXOE OF THE FLOWERS. 

Around her couch the phantoms throng ; 

Around her couch they wildly swing — 
Throng and swing with dance and song ; 

And these are the words they sing : 

" Maiden, — Maiden, — a last adieu, 
We bid to earth, and air, and sky; 

Within thy vase of gorgeous hue, 
We sicken, and fade, and die. 

'* Oh ! for the happy memories 
Of sunlight shining in the west, 

Through the thick foliage of the trees 
To kiss us on our mother's breast. 

" We bowed our slender stalks to greet 
The joyous breezes of the spring ; 

We met at night as angels meet, 

Within our green homes blossoming. 

" Wo drank the dew-drops from the sky : 
Now we are thirsty unto death : 



THE REVENGE OF THE FLOWERS. 

We wither ; — but before we die 

We blast thee with our dying breath." 

The song of sorrow ceased, — and then 
They drooped the sleeping maiden o'er ; 

The silences returned again, — 
The busy whisperings once more. 

Hark ! how the sighing whispers seethe ! 

How thick the maiden's pulses bound ! 
How heavily the spirits breathe ! 

What deadly vapours float around ! 

The summer sun hath bowed his head, 

And shadows through the chamber throws ; 

And there the loveliest of the dead 
Lies slumbering in cold repose. 

Herself a faded blossom fair, 
Still on her cheek the tender bloom ; 

By her dead sisters rests she there : 
The breath of flowers pronounced her doom. 
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THE MOOEISH PEINCK 

FREILIGRATH. 
I. 

He mustered his host on the palm-covered field ; 

With turban of purple his temples were bound ; ^ 
The hide of the dun-coloured lion his shield ; 

And loud rang the clangour of cymbals around. 

They swarmed like the ants the ant-hillocks among; — 
His dusky right arm, in gold armlets arrayed, 

Around his loved maiden the warrior flung : 
" Prepare for the feast of the victor," he said. 

** See the pearls of orient I bring here to thee ; 

Let them weep in the night of thy clustering hair ; 
The corals that sleep in the whispering sea. 

The divers of Persia have brought thee to wear. 



THE MOORISH PRINCE. 



" Let the plumes of the ostrich encircle thy brow ; 

Their light will enhance the deep glow of thy bloom ; 
Let the banquet be decked out with garland and bough, 

And the cup of the victor exhale with perfume." 



II. 

As forth from the tent, in its glimmering shroud, 
Stepped the Prince of the Moors in his warlike array : 

So forth from the veil of a glimmering cloud. 

Stepped the Queen of the Night with the brightness 
of day. 

Then the shouting of thousands went up to the sky j 
Then stamped the wild war-horse his eager salute ; 

Then Negroland rolled forth his black battle-cry, 
And the flood of the Niger from fountain to foot. 

" Now lead us to victory, — lead us to fight j" 

The shadows were dark ere the battle-cloud passed ; 

And the elephant trump from the mom till the night, 
Pealed out through the eddies of war to the last. 



8 THE MOORISH PBINCE. 

Before the shrill blast of that ivory horn, 
The lion retreated, the serpent's brood fled. 

The death-bearing banner in triumph was borne ; 
The dye of the desert was deepened to red. 



III. 

While down the palm vale the loud battle was swell- 
ing, 
The maid spread the banquet and garnished the 

bowers ; 
The cup of the victor with palm-juice was welling ; 
The tent-posts and pillars were wreathed round with 
flowers. 

The pearls in the waters of Oman were bom, 

That blent her black tresses with lustre and light ; 

Her plumes from the bird of the desert were torn j 
With sea-shells her arms and her bosom were bright. 

By the door of the banqueting hall she sat dreaming ; 
She heard from afar the war-trumpet of dread ; 
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She recked not of noonday at midsummer gleaming, 
Of wreaths that were withered, of flowers that were 
dead. 

To the fragrance of night changed the fierceness of noon ; 

'Mid the dew-drops the glow-worm his lamp had 
arrayed ; 
The cayman looked up from the heated lagoon, 

As though he were joyous to gasp in the shade. 

The lion was roaring in search of his prey; 

The spotted giraffe in the covert reposed ; 
The elephant herd tramped their shadowy way ; 

And eyelids and petals of roses were closed. 

Wounded and bleeding came one from the host ; 

Wild was the terror that swelled in her breast : 
" No hope for the vanquished ; — the battle is lost ; 

Thy lover is captive, and ta'en to the west — 

** Ta'en to the sea-shore, — and sold for a slave ! " 
She crumbled the pearls in her shivering hand ; 



10 THB MOORISH FRINGE. 

And prostrate on earth, as if laid in her grave, 
Hid the glow of her face in the glow of the sand. 



IV. 

Behold ! on the level expanse of the plain, 
A thick-pressing throng to the hippodrome come ; 

The trumpets reply to the cymbals again, 
And Bujazzo is pealing the roll of the drum. 

" On, on ! " is the cry to the Turcoman horse — 
The multitudes shout as the race-horses fly ; 

The English boy's gallop is fleet on the couj«e. 
And beauty brims o'er as the riders rush by. 

There stands a grave Moor with his ebony hair, 
By the door of the tent closely curtained around ; 

The roll of his kettle-drum peals through the air. 
And the drum with the spoils of the lion is bound. 

For him the bold skill of the rider is naught ; 
He marks not the galloping steed in the ring ; 



THE MOORISH PRINCE. 11 

But his gaze with despair and intensity fraught 
Is fixed on the spoils of the dun desert-king. 

His thoughts are away to the far-flowing river, 
Where he hunted the lion and tiger of yore ; 

To his sword in the van of the battle-field ever, 
To the camp of his tribe he shall see never more ; 

To the maid of the garlands, alone in her woe, 
For him in the pride of her beauty attired : 

His vision waxed dim, and with one mighty blow, 
The music of bondage in discord expired. 
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THE BANDIT'S BUEIAL. 



FREILIGRATH. 



Six men through the forest lair, 

In weariness and feax, 
A corpse upon their shoulders bear, 

Stretched on a bloody bier : — 
Six dark men with raven hair. 

Attired in iron mail, 
Their gory load in silence bear 

Athwart the pine- clad vala 

Two muskets form the litter, 
Their barrels long, I ween ; 

Athwart the muskets glitter 
Two swords of metal keen : 



THE bandit's burial. 13 

The steel that once in glory 

He wielded, is his bed ; 
Unutterably gory 

Hangs back his drooping head. 

Ruddy o'er the last pale sleep 

Gapeth the ghastly wound, 
Marking where the bullet deep 

Its deadly rest has found : 
The mountain wind has bound them, 

The red drops from his hair, 
And in crimson wreaths has wound them 

Eound neck and forehead bare. 

Eyes are sealed in red eclipse : 

Livid the dark-brown cheek ; 
Bitterly the hard-closed lips 

Of scorn and hatred speak : 
The sword, in battle ever 

His hand was wont to grasp. 
The living cannot sever 

From out the stiffened clasp. 



14 THE bandit's BURIAL. 

In traitor's blood it wallowed, — 

The weapon of his heart ; 
In his wake it ever followed, — 

Of the warrior a part; 
The blood its brightness dimming 

In cataract of red, 
Was like thick tear-drops swimming 

O'er ashes of the dead. 

Within the left hand's hollow sunk, 

The girdle-scarf is fast ; 
What time the stiffening fibres shrunk 

In agony at last ; 
The rended collar, widely 

From neck and breast is flung ; 
The sharp stiletto, idly 

From belted sash is swung. 

So the gladiator lieth 

In the shadow of the pines ; 

So the gladiator hieth 

Through the gloomy Apennines. 



THE bandit's burial. 15 

Where the forest depths are deepest, — 

Afar from human ken, — 
Where the rocky paths are steepest, 

The leader halts his men. 

The bier clashed, as the bearers stooped 

To lower down the brave. 
And with their swords his comrades scooped 

Their brother's mountain grave ; 
Nor shroud nor cofl&n bound him. 

Unshackled he was laid, 
With mother earth around him. 

In blood and steel arrayed. 

The burial-rites are ended ; 

Bleak lies the lonely grave. 
In silence deep descended 

The handful of the brave : 
They load their weapons deftly; 

There sounds a bugle shrill ; 
Then through the shadows swiftly 

They glide ; — and all is still : 
All is stilL 



16 



THE LION'S BEIDE. 



CHAMISSO. 

The Lion-keeper*s daughter was decked in her pride; 

She had myrtle-wreaths in her clustering hair; 
She flung the barred gates of the chamber aside, 

And the lion crouched down to his mistress fair. 

Grave wisdom and tenderness dwelt in his eye ; 

Lord of the desert that knoweth no fear; 
The maid, in the bloom of her beauty, stood by. 

The glance of her fondness bedimmed by a tear. 

" Thou hast not forgotten my childhood of yore, 
When we were as children together at play; 

Or the sports that we loved, — or the love that we bore. 
Though the days of that childhood are now far away. 



THE lion's bride. 17 

" Proudly it waved, — though I saw it not then, — 

Thy mane like a plume on a conqueror's head : 
But now, to my womanhood comes it again ; 
" And waking, I welcome the dream that was fled. 

" Oh ! that with thee, as in childhood, I might 

With thy strength and thy gentleness dwell as of yore ; 

But, alas ! to a stranger they've given my plight. 
And I must away to a far distant shore. 

" Alas ! for a moment he fancied me fair ; 

My destiny now is but sorrows and fears : — 
Old friend ! though the bridal wreath circles my hair. 

The daylight is dim through the fountain of tears. 

" Thine eye kindles fiercely ! Dost hear what I say ? 

Peace, Mend ! the lost landmarks we cannot retrace ; 
And yonder comes one I have sworn to obey : 

Let me clasp thee once more in a loving embrace." 

The lips of the maiden reposed on his crest ; 
The chamber was shaken from ceiling to floor ; 



18 THE lion's bride. 

Her hands in alarm to her bosom were pressed, 
When the bridegroom they loved not drew near to 
the door. 

With the roar of the desert the lion arose, 
And stood like a sentinel savage on guard ; 

The voice of his mistress no longer he knows ; 
Her prayers and her chidings no longer are heard. 

Fiercely and &st came the bridegroom's commands : 
" Haste, warders, haste, — for your carabines fly ! 

I can slay him, the terrible beast, as he stands : " 
The roar of the lion was heard in reply. 

Transformed in his wrath to a demon of heU, 
He rushed on his mistress serene in her trust ; 

The beautiful blossom of womanhood fell 
Gory, and mangled, and dead in the dust. 

Eed with the blood of his idol he lay ! 

The bride of the lion shall never depart ! 
In silent defiance and sorrow at bay. 

Till the carabine's bullet had entered his heart. 
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CASTLE EONCOURT. 



CHAMISSO. 

Methinks I am a cliild once more, 
With, my palsied, hoary head. 

Why beckon ye from yonder shore. 
Phantoms of departed dead ] 

The Castle, looming through the trees, 
Recalls the shadowy hours, — 

Recalls the long-lost memories, — 
With its battlements and towers. 

The sculptured lion looketh down 
From his adamantine guard ; 

I greet his old familiar frown, 
As I pass the castle-yard. 



20 CASTLE RONCOURT. 

The sphinx lies by the fountaiii fair ; 

The fig-tree is blooming still ; 
I dreamed the dreams of childhood there, 

By yon latticed window-silL 

Within the monumental hall 

Slumbers yet the blazoned grave ; 

And down from pillared roof and wall 
The banners of knighthood wave. 

I cannot read the scrolls aright, 
For my eyes are old and dim ; 

Though rainbow-light is shining bright 
From the painted seraphim. 

Castle, and battlement, and tower, 
Ye are vassals of the plough ! 

Yet are ye with me at this hour. 
As if ye were standing now. 

Be fruitful, my ancestral soil ! 
Oh ! land of my sires, be blest ! — 



CASTLE RONCOURT. 21 

Thrice blest the ploughman's peaceful toil 
On the spot my heart loves best ! 

Henceforth, the wide world will I roam, 
With my wild harp in my hand ; 

Singing the memory of home, 
The song of my native land. 
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EITTEE OLAF. 



HEINE. 



By the Cathedral, in the strand, 
Are sentinelled two men in red : — 

One is the monarch of the land ; 

The other hath the headsman's tread. 

And to the headsman says the King : 
" From the chanting of the priests, I wot 

The bridal rites are finishing ; 

See that thy good axe fail thee not." 

Organ's swell and toll of bell ! 

The people stream out from the choir ; 
And midst the medley you can tell 

The wedded pair in bright attire. 
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Pale as a corpse, from grief and dread, 
The monarcli's beauteous daughter seems : 

Proudly Herr Olaf holds his head, 
And his red mouth with gladness gleams. 

His ruddy lips with smiles were gay, 

As nigh the gloomy king he drew : 
" Good morrow, father, — 'tis the day 

The forfeit of my life is due. 

" To-day I die. I ask but this : 

My life till midnight to prolong. 
To crown the marriage mysteries 

With torchHght-banquet, dance, and song. 

" Give me but life to cast a glance 
On the last goblet's draught of bliss — 

On the last footstep of the dance ; — 
Give me but life — ^but life for this." 

And to the headsman says the King : 
" Herr Olaf shall endure his lot 
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Until the midnight bell shall ring ; 
See that thy good axe fail thee not" 



II. 

Herr Olaf sits at the repast, 
And drains his goblet to the last ; 
On his shoulder lies 
His bride, and sighs. 

The headsman watches at the door. 

The dance has begun, and in anguish and haste 
The bride and the bridegroom, with arms interlaced. 
Dance by the torches' glance 
Their latest dance. 

The headsman watches at the door. 

So merrily the violins are ringing ! 
So mournfully the flageolets are singing ! 
That each holds his breath 
At that dance of death. 

The headsman watches at the door. 



RITTER OLAF. 25 

And as through the heaving hall they glide, 
Herr Okf is whispering to his bride : 
" Thou knowst not how I love thee, dear ; 
Though the grave be near" 

The headsman watches at the door. 



III. 

Herr Olaf, hark ! — thy sand is run ; 

There is the midnight chime ! — 
Thy licence with a monarch's child 

Unhallowed, is thy crime. 

The friars, they are murmuring 

The office for the dead ; 
And by the block, with flashing axe, 

Is the headsman, clad in red. 

Herr Olaf to the court descends, 
Midst glancing lights and swords ; 

The Eitter's lips are ruddy red, 
And these his latest words : — 
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*' I bless the sun, I bless the moon, 
And the roving stars on high ; 

My blessing on the little birds 
That warble in the sky. 

" I bless the sea, I bless the land — 
Each floweret on the lea ; 

I bless the violets as soft 
As the eyes that smiled on me. 

" For you, ye eyes of violet, 

My being I resign ; 
Yet will I bless the Holland tree 

Where first I called ye mine." 



27 



THE KING'S SON. 



UHLAND. 



I. 

The old grey Monarch spoke aloud 

From the throne that his sires had won- 

His mantle shone like the evening cloud, 
His crown like the setting sun : — 

" My first and my second bom — ^to you 

My heritage is given ; 
For thee, my third, what shall I do ? 

Thou last and dearest gift of Heaven ! " 

" Of all thy treasures give to me 

The old iron crown alone; 
Give me three ships to sail the sea 

In quest of another throne." 
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II. 



The youth stood on the deck to spy 
His ships through the waters wear ; 

The sun shone, and the breeze came nigh 
To play with his golden hair. 

The helm creaked, and the canvass swelled, 

The gaudy pennons flew : 
The mermaids merry revel held 

Beneath, with the wild sea-mew. 

" This is my realm," said his eagle glance, 
" On the boundless deep to roam. 

Bound the drowsy earth in her dreamy trance. 
Through the wave and the wild sea-foam." 

Then fell the night of the meteor cloud ; 

Then burst the stormy thunder ; 
The lightning from its inky shroud 

Shivered the masts asunder. 
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And athwart the ship the billows dun 

Their molten mountains threw ; 
And he sank in the gulf — the monarch's son — 

The king and his kingdom too. 



III. 



FISHERMAN. 



" Ah ! drowned in the blast, both keel and mast ! 

No cry from the ocean-grave ! 
But see ! a swimmer careering past, 

On the crest of the boiling wave ! 

" He buffets the flood with an arm of might ; 

Of the billows little recks he ; 
His head is high, and his locks are bright ; 

He seems like a king to me." 



YOUTH. 



" A king's son am I, but far away 
Is the home of my earthly birth ; 
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When first I opened my eyes on day, 
I was bom of a mother of earth. 

" But then I was bom a second time, 

Bom of the mighty sea ; 
She rocked me in her amis sublime, 

My brethren and me. 

" They could not abide her wild caress; 

But me she tossed ashore ; 
For she has willed me to possess 

This kingdom for evermore." 



IV. 

" How kingly soundeth the lion's roar, 
When he shaketh his shaggy mane ; 

And tnanpets his royal summons o'er 
Forest, and flood, and plain ! 

" But I will spring on the forest king. 
With javelin at my side. 
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And around my shoulders will I fling 
The spoils of his tawny hide. 

" The eagle soars like a feathered king, 

In the pomp of his renown, 
From heaven's high firmament to bring 

The sun for his golden crown. 

" But as he floats in his dizzy height, 

An arrow from my bow 
Shall reach him with a swifter flight, 

And lay the monarch low." 



V, 

The wild horse has his forest-staU ; 

He brooketh no bridle-rein; 
And like the flash of the waterfall 

Is the sweep of his flowing mane. 

The king's son sprang on the wild mustang, 
As it bounded on its way 
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With tail that swang, as the greenwood rang 
To his shrill and savage neigL 

And the dwellers in the vale were dumb ; 

Low listening in wonder, 
They hear them from the mountain come 

Like rush of storm and thunder. 

Then leaped the king's son to the ground, 

Clad in his grim attire ; 
The mane of the wild steed streamed around, 

And his iron hooves struck fire. 

Then the people flocked with welcoming, 
With shouting, and with song ; 

" All hail to thee !— Thou art the king 
We have waited for so long." 



VI. 



There frowns a rocky battlement 
Up where the eagles fly; 



THE king's son. 33 

But none will dare the sharp ascent, 
For they see the dragon lie 

Among the crumbling ruins pale, 

With her yellow golden comb, — 
And her scales that rattle like links of mail. 

And her breath like flaming foam. 

The youth sped up the rocky height ; 

He had neither shield nor brand ; 
He has clasped the snake in his arms of might, 

As within an iron band« 

He kissed her thrice on the scaly breast. 

And the Magic must obey; 
In his arms he holds a virgin pressed, 

As beautiful as day. 

A fedry bride, a glorious queen 

He has — all queens excelling ; 
And where the ruins once had been, 

Eises a royal dwelling. 
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VII. 

His queenly bride the king has led 
To the throne his valour won ; 

The throne shone like the morning red, 
The crown like the rising sun. 

There gathers round a proud array 
Of knights with weapons bright ; 

They cannot turn their gaze away 
From that galaxy of light. 

There stands a minstrel blind and old, 

Bent o'er his harp of song ; 
He knows the knell of Time has tolled 

He has waited for so long. 

The rays through his darkened vision shine 

From that refulgent flame ; 
He worships, spellbound, at the shrine 

Of culminated fame. 
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EQs fingers sweep in melody 

The glorious strings among ; 
Amidst the sunlight of the free, 

He has warbled his death-song. 



36 



THE GOLDSMITH'S DAUGHTEE. 

UHLAND. 

There stood a Goldsmith at the Fair, 

By gems of precious water; 
" Hie best of all the jewels there, 
My Helene is, beyond compare, — 

My darling little daughter." 

A knight came to the entrance door ; 

" Welcome, oh maiden fair ! 
Make me, oh man of golden ore ! 
The rarest wreath within thy store, 

For my beloved to wear." 

And when the bright and finished zone. 
All sparkling in it3 gladness, 
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O'er Helene's slender arm was thrown, — 
She gazed upon each glittering stone 
In solitary sadnes& 

" Ah ! how supremely blest is she 

For whom these jewels shine ! 
Alas ! if he but sent to me 
One blossom of the orange-tree, 

What happiness were mine ! " 

The knight came to the entrance door, 

And scanned the chaplet rare ; — 
" Now make me, man of golden ore. 
The choicest ring within thy store, 

For my betrothed to wear." 

And when the ring with diamonds bright, 

All sparkling in its gladness. 
Was drawn on Helene's finger slight, — 
She gazed upon its gUttering Hght 

In soHtary sadness. 
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" All ! how supremely blest is she 

Who shall this jewel wear ! 
Alas ! how joyful should I be, 
If the dear knight but sent to me 

One curling lock of hair." 

The knight came through the entrance door 

And scanned the ring so rare : 
" Thou hast, oh man of golden ore. 
Brought forth the choicest of thy store 
For my betrothed to wear. 

" Hiat I may judge their fitness, — pray, 

Dear maiden, on thy brow. 
Permit that I for once display 
My well-belovM bride's array : — 

She is as fair as thou." 

It was the Sabbath of the Fair, 

And so the lovely maid. 
With aU a woman's Sabbath care, 
For purposes of praise and prayer. 

Was in her best arrayed. 
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The maiden, blushing rosy red, 

Before the knight did stand ; 
He wound the chaplet round her head — 
Endowed her with the ring, he said — 

Then clasped her by the hand : 

" Oh Helena ! my sweet, my love ! 

My secret stands betrayed : 
Thou art the bride — all brides above — 
For whom the golden wreath was wove, 

For whom the ring was made. 

" The wreath of many a costly stone, 

The ring of costly gem — 
Consider them as symbols shown 
That thou shalt ever be my own. 

My only diadem." 
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THE EOSE-WEEATH. 



UHLAND. 

To the mead, where in merry May 

Flora daintily reposes, 
Come noble knights and gallants gay 

To win the wreath of roses. 
They may not pluck the bloom that dyes 

The meadow's emerald zone ; 
For chivalry must take the prize 

From the maiden's hand alone. 

The maiden sits within her bower, 
Timid wonder in her eyes; — 

A gem of youthful beauty's dower 
Set in innocent surprise ; 
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The waving branches of the rose 

Like shadows around her head ; 
The vines her slender form enclose. 

With their blossoms overspread. 

See ! — on a travel-tainted steed, 

Drooping crest and drowsy eye, 
Lowered lance and slackened speed, 

A rider in mail draws nigh ! 
His cheeks are wan, his locks are grey; 

Heedless hangs his bridal rein ; 
But suddenly their gleams a ray 

Like sunshine from storm again. 

" I greet you on these meadows fair. 

Beauteous maiden, noble knights ! 
Fear not my visage of despair; 

Li your joys my heart delights. 
Eight cheerfully a lance would I 

Couch in rest for life or death ; 
But the streams of my life are dry. 

And fitfully comes my breath. 
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" In the wild play, I have grown grey,- 

The sword and the lance's din; 
The steel-coat covers me for aye, 

Like scales on the dragon's skin. 
The land has had its battle-plains; 

Its tempests and waves the sea; 
And save one year of prison chains, 

There has been no rest for me. 

" Woe for the hours of life's decline ! 

I never have yet been blest; 
Never has this rough hand of mine 

The hand of a woman pressed. 
The paradise of earth alway 

Has been glimmering from afar ; 
And yonder maiden dawns to-day 

On me, like the morning star. 

" Woe for the hour when I was bom ! 

Now begins the golden time ; 
Hatred and wrath have fled forlorn 

From Spring in eternal prime. 



THE ROSE-WREATH. 43 

Thou art the empress of delight; 

Thou ! maid in thy bower of bloom ! 
While I must to the realms of night — 

To the silence of the tomb." 

Hushed was the warrior's wild lament. 

Help, knights, at his utmost need ! 
His eyes are shut, his frame is bent — 

He must fall &om off his steed. 
Gently on the turf they laid him, 

Chafed his pallid lips and brow : 
Ah ! no healing balm can aid him — 

No voices awake him now. 

Then the Queen of Love, descending 

From her bower of bloom and bough. 
O'er the old man sadly bending, 

Bound the rose- wreath round his brow : 
" Be thou the Monarch of the May ! 

None like thee have fought and bled; 
The living can but weep — and lay 

The rose- wreath around the dead." 
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THE THEEE MAIDENS. 

UHLAND. 

Three maidens horn the castle high 
Gazed down the craggy lea; — 

Their fietther on his steed drew nigh ; 
AU clad in steel was he. 

" Grod bless thee, father, — welcome home ! 

Hast ever, since thou left to roam, 
Thought on thy children three 1" 

" ThoM of the yeUow robes, my child, 

I thought of thee to-day ; — 
With ornaments art thou beguiled. 

And splendour of array ; — 
This chaplet take of ruddy gold; 
I tore it &om a rider bold. 

And slew him by the way." 
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The maiden quick the golden chain 

Around her neck has thrown : 
Quickly she wended to the plain, 

And found the dead alone : — 
" Here liest thou in robber's plight ! 
Alas ! thou wert a noble knight ! — 

Alas ! thou wert mine own !" 

Within her arms she bore him 

Down to the house of prayer; — 
In pity she bent o'er him, — 

The maiden young and fair. 
She drew the links together fast. 
And then her lifeless body cast 

Upon her lover there. 

Two maidens from the cattle high 
Gazed the deep vaUey through; — 

Their father on his steed drew nigh, 
Arrayed in corslet blue. 

" God bless thee, father, — ^welcome home ! 

Hast ever, since thou left to roam, 
Thought on thy children two 1 " 
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" Thou of the bright green robes, my child, 

I thought of thee to-day; — 
With hound and horn art thou beguiled ; 

Thou lov'st the stag at bay ; — 
This javelin with golden band 
I ravished &om a hunter's hand, 

Arfd slew him by the way." 

She took the spear her father gave, — 
Straight for the greenwood bound; 

But the hollo from the huntress brave 
No living echo found ; 

For by the linden's leafy shade, 

Her love in death's dark sleep was laid. 
Beside his faithful hound. 

" Where the linden spreadeth thickly, 

I come at thy behest!" 
Then the shaft she buried quickly 

And deeply in her breast. 
They slept together, — love by love; 
The forest warblers sang above ; 

The green leaves were their nest. 
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One maiden from the castle liigli 
Gazed down the craggy lea; — 

Her father on his steed drew nigh; 
All clad in steel was he. 

"God bless thee, fiather, — welcome home ! 

Hast ever, since thou left to roam, — 
Hast ever thought on me 1" 

" Thou of the snowy robes, my child, 

I thought of thee to-day; — 
With choicest flowers art thou beguiled, 

More than with bright array; — 
This flower, as feir as silver ore, 
I ravished from a gardener's store, 

And slew him by the way." 

" Oh ! wherefore was my love so bold ] 
Oh ! wherefore didst thou slay 1 

He treasured it like hidden gold : 
Twill wither now away. 

He promised me his fairest flower 

To be his plighted maiden's dower 
Upon her bridal day." 
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Within her gentle breast she laid 

The floweret down to lie ; 
She sought her cherished garden's shade, 

Apart &om human eye ; — 
There, by the gently murmuring rill. 
She sat her down, all sad and still, 

The water-lilies nigL 

" Loved sisters, I, like you, would die. 
And follow in your flight ; 

But dismal death can never lie 
Within this flower of light" 

Upon the floweret gazed the maid, 

And as she watched its freshness fade. 
She faded into night 
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THE ANCESTEAL VAULT. 



UHLAND. 

There went a hoary war-worn sire 

Across the solitary wold, 

Up to the sanctuary old, 
And stepped into the gloomy choir. 

In ranks, the bannered vault along, 
The grim ancestral coffins lay ; 
And through the darkness came alway 

A warning, wondrous strain of song. 

" Ye warriors, in your shrouds of maU, 
Your stately burial-dirge I hear ; 
It calls me to yon empty bier — 

It bids your latest kinsman hail." 
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There stood, by shadows haK concealed, 
One empty bier amongst the dead : 
He laid him in the narrow bed, 

Cold pillowed on his dinted shield. 

His sword, recumbent on his breast. 
Was folded in the sleep of death ; 
Hushed was the ghostly anthem's breath, 

And the dead warriors were at rest 
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THE WEALTHIEST PEINCR 

EEBNEB. 

At Worms, one day, a princely band, 
In the height of their content, 

And pride of ancestry and land. 
Held high boastful argument. 

" Glorious," cried the Saxon king, 
" Are the riches of my land ! 

The silver ore lies glistering 
Through the rock and river strand." 

** Ours is the fabled Grecian horn," 
Said the ruler of the Ehine ; 

" Our valleys wave with golden com ; 
On our mountains grows the vine.'* 
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" We have our cities red with gold, " 
Quoth the Bairisch monarch proud ; 

" We have our monasteries old, 
With the wealth of kings endowed." 

Then up spake Wurtemberg so bold ; 

His beard of the darkest dye : 
" Nor vintages, nor grain, nor gold, 

Not convents, nor townsjiave I. 

" But I can roam our forests deep. 
When the sun has sunk to rest ; 

And I can lay my head in sleep 
Upon the wanderer's breast." 

Then Saxon, Bairisch, and Ehine 
Proclaimed through the Kaiser's hall : 

" Graf of the beard, the palm is thine ; 
Thy treasure is best of all." 
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THE MAID FEOM THE STRANGE LAND. 



SCHILLER. 

With every young year's earliest blade, 
When the first matin lark 'gan sing, 

Divine in her beauty came a maid 
Amongst the shepherds wandering. 

The valley was not her place of birth ; 

Her home the shepherds never knew ; 
And she seemed to vanish from the earth 

When she bade her poor friends adieu. 

The maid of the mystic mission knew 
To touch the hidden human heart ; 

But she had a lofty bearing too, 
That kept unseemliness apart. 
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Fruits and blossoms, many a one, 
She carried in her teeming hand; 

But they had bloomed to another sun, 
In the clime of a brighter land. 

Of her blushing stores to all she gave : 
To some the fruit, to some the flower; 

The young, and the grey-beard nigh the grave, 
Each shared the bounty of the hour. 

Welcome were all ! But if haply there 
Came lovers in their first-born hours, 

For them were the fairest of the fair. 
The sunniest fruits, the sweetest flowers. 
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THE RIDEE'S SONG. 

SCHILLER 

Mount, brothers, mount ! To the field — to the field ! 

To the battle of Freedom away ! 
Still in the battle the Man is revealed ; 

And his pulses still beat in the fray : 
Spirit and hand in the fight are his own ; 
And he stands in his manhood alone. 

Earth is a dungeon, and Freedom hath fled, 
Here are none but the lord and the slave ; 

Nations of impotent cowards are led 
By the crafty, and not by the brave : 

He who the skeleton monarch can scan 

With a warrior's glance — ^is a Man. 
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For liiin is no fear, for him is no care ; 

Life's disquiets — he casts them away; 
Eides to the battle to do and to dare — 

Or to-morrow he falls, or to-day : 
Fate may decree him to-morrow's delay ; 
Let him labour for Freedom to-day. 

Blest is the lot of the warrior bold ! 

He is free from the husbandman's toil — 
The earthworm that creeps and drudges for gold, 

With his spade in the festering soil ; 
In digging and delving his moments are passed, 
And he digs his own grave at the last. 

Godlike the Man on his courser of fire ! 

Of the race of the Centaurs is he ! 
Unbidden he comes in his grim attire 

To the hall of wedding revelry : — 
Short is his wooing, and scanty his gold ; 
But the loved one he bears from the fold. 

Why weeps the pale maiden 1 Why doth she wail 1 
Let the rover go — the rover go ; — 
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Inconstant is lie as the summer gale ; 

He hatli no home on the earth below ; 
He is borne by Fate on the billows* crest ; 
The foot of the soldier knows no rest. 

Loosen your swords at the trumpeter's peal ! 

For the riders who wield them — *tis well ! 
When brothers are bound by heart-strings of steel, 

Earth will tremble at victory's knell : 
No sceptre is held so high or so fast, 
But the rider will reach it at last. 

Mount the war-horses and tighten the reins ; 

Bare your swords and your breasts to the foe ; 
Come with the life-blood of youth in your veins, 

While the flood-tide is yet at the flow ; 
But if there be aught in your courage untrue, 
To freedom and life bid adieu. 
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HOME-SICKNESS. 



SCHNEGLER. 

Where hills are bathed in streams of melting snow ; 
Where shines the blue sky in the lake below ; 
Where beUs from the Almen their melody pour ; 
Ob, home of my sires ! shall I see thee no more ? 

Where still from ridge to ridge the Alphom sounds ; 
Where still from cliff to cliff the chamois bounds ; 
Where eagles aloft through the cloud-ocean soar ; 
Oh, home of my sires ! shall I see thee no more ? 

Where vaUeys glisten in their dewy sheen, 
And mirthful music sounds from village green ; 
Where shepherds to Sennerin sing as of yore ; 
Oh, home of my sires ! shall I see thee no more ? 
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"Where from the crevice leaps the waterfall, 
And from the rocks responsive thunders call, 
And loud from afar comes the avalanche roar ; 
Oh, home of my sires ! shall I see thee no more ? 

Where, when the night falls, there the mountains glow; 
Where, when the day breaks, there the roses blow ; 
My heart ! oh, my heart ! thou art sick, thou art sore : 
Oh, home of my sires ! shall I see thee no more ? 
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LUTZOWS WILD HUNTSMEN. 



KORNER 

What is*t from the sunlit forest glancing, 

Aye rushing nearer and more near — 
In squadrons of duU dark hue advancing 
To sound of trumpet-blast, entrancing 

The pulses of the heart with fear ] 
You ask the sable soldiers, " Who are ye ? " 
" We are bold Lutzow^s huntsmen, wild and free." 

What is it winding through the forest shade, 

Passing like cloud from hill to hill 1 
And now it lies in midnight ambuscade — 
Now cracks the rifle from the dusky glade— 

Now Frenchmen fall to shouting shrilL 
You ask the sable soldiers, " Who are ye 1 " 
" We are bold Lutzow's huntsmen, wild and free." 
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There where the red vines cluster rolls the Ehine j 

The tyrant crouches down below. 
Then like a tempest-blast the sullen line 
With lusty arms the rushing stream entwine ; 

Then spring upon the crouching foe. 
You ask the sable swimmers, " Who are ye ? " 
" We are bold LutzoVs huntsmen, wild and free." 

Where roars the tide of battle o*er the plain. 

Where splintering steel is flashing fire, 
Where stormy riders charge with loosened rein, 
Where glows the spark of freedom once again, 

And blazes up in bloody pyre ! 
You ask the sable horsemen, ** Who are ye ? " 
" We are bold LutzoVs huntsmen, wild and free." 

Who are the men that from Life's sun depart. 

Pillowed on the quivering dead ? 
Death broodeth o'er them mth uplifted dart ; 
But Faith and Valour fill each manly heart 

That for the Fatherland has bled. 
You ask the fallen warriors, " Who are ye 1 " 
" We are bold Lutzow's huntsmen, wild and free." 
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Up with the wild hunt of the fiery Hun 

On tyrants and their tyranny ! 
We may not mourn the bloody triumph won ; 
We may not mourn the glorious rising sun : 

Germans ! our Fatherland is free : 
And to our children's children, be they told 
The deeds of LutzoVs huntsmen, free and bold. 
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WALLHAIDE. 



KORNER 

Where yonder crumbling ruins lower, 
Where the evening light lies gleaming, 

Once stood a lordly castled tower, 
!N'ow in its desolation dreaming. 

Now hurtles the shower 

Through hall and bower, — 

And the spirits of the dead have power 
At the midnight hour. 

In the days of ancient chivalry. 
There lived a wild and warrior knight ; 

Stem and grave in his home was he. 
And a fiery champion in fight ; — 
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But his daughter, — she 
Had the gentle glee 
Of sunlight on the summer sea. 
Wallhaide. 

Calm was her course of household care, 
Far from the world's turmoil and strife ;- 

Yet had this maiden vowed to wear 
A lover's memory for life ; 

And a courser rare 

Her Kudolph bare, 

The treasures of her heart to share, 
Yonder there. 

And as the sunbeams sank to rest. 
She glided down the sylvan dell. 

Soft as a zephyr from the west. 
To meet Love's lonely sentinel ; — 

And to his breast 

He held her pressed. 

In the silence of that sylvan nest. 
Among the blest. 



WALLHAIDE. 65 

Awhile, in momentary bliss, 

All Eden was around them ; 
But straight the gathering gloom, I wis, 

From lovers' dream unbound them. 
Can tongue express 
The last caress, 
The unutterable tenderness 
Of kiss for kiss ? 

Swiftly the summer waned away ; — 
But waxing passion doth not wane, 

But still is driven by delay 
To an intensity of pain ; 

And one sad day 

Heard Itudolph pray, — 

" Give me thy daughter, sire, for aye, 
Wallh^de." 

Fiercely the haughty knight replied — 
Disdain upon his gloomy brow : 
What means this puling tone 1 " he cried ; 
" My child is not for such as thou ! — 

E 
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She may weep and chide, 
But a Baron of pride 
Claims her in the morning tide 
For his bride." 

It was as if his knell had tolled ; 

And Rudolph vaulted on his steed. 
Through sinew and bone of his mortal mould 

He shivered like a winter reed ; 
And the rider bold 
By wood and wold, 

Eode deathlike from the grim stronghold. 
Icy cold. 

And then some gleams of hope appear, 
And the dead heart is bom again ; — 

A phantom to his vision clear 

Has called him back to living men. 

And whispers near, 

"Be of good cheer ; 

Jehovah bends a willing ear 
True love to hear." 
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And as the sunbeams sank to rest, 

She glided down the sylvan dell, 
Soft as a zephyr from the west, 

To meet Love's lonely sentinel ; — 
And to his breast 
He held her pressed. 
In the silence of that sylvan nest. 
Among the blest. 

Awhile in Eden they abide ; 

But Eudolph spoke these words at last : — 
" At midnight, when the shadows hide, 

When treason lies in slumbers fast, 
I and my bride, 
Each side by side. 
To a far distant land shall ride ; 
My joy and pride ! " 

Next moment saw the maiden lie 

Enraptured on his bosom dear ; — 
Another moment heard her sigh 

These trembling words of hope and fear : — 
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" Oh ! the walls are high, 
The warders nigh 

The livelong night — and how shall I 
To Kudolph fly 1 

" And yet, though gates and turrets rear 
Their barriers 'gainst a timid maid, 

The shield of Love shall blunt the spear, 
The torch of Love shall light the shade ; 

When Love is near. 

Shall lover fear, 

E*en though he lie in dungeon drear 1 — 
My Eudolph, hear ! 

" When Wundehold of yore was heir 
Of yonder dismal mountain dwelling. 

He had a daughter bright and fair, — 
A flower all other flowers excelling ; 

Her name I bear. 

Her fate I share ; 

For she was loved beyond compare, 
Yonder there. 
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" Her lover held lier fkith and plight, 
For life to last, through good and ill ; 

And in her cruel sire's despite 

She kept her plighted promise still ; 

And she chose for flight 

The dark midnight, 

With the torch of Love to bear the light, — 
This maiden bright. 

" But treason hath a deadly sting, — 

The dastard foeman of the brave ; 
And the bird of night still flaps his wing 

Above a lone and bloody grave ; 
And the minstrels sing 
Of a fearful thing, — 

How the maiden's shriek was heard to ring 
Through the wild winds' swing. 

" Her wandering spirit knows no rest, 

!N"o slumber taketh in the tomb ; 
Still by the postern is her quest 

At midnight in the ghostly gloom, — 
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That she may be pressed 
To her lover's breast : 
He still obeys her heart's behest, 
The phantom-guest. 

" For many a year this hapless bride, 
In blood-besprinkled garments dressed, 

Is cherished here, and far and wide. 
A silent solitary guest 

Through the portals wide 

Is seen to glide, 

And the warders long have ceased to chide, 
But stand aside. 

" So, as for love her blood was shed, 

To love her spirit will incline : 
She will permit these robes of red 

For a brief season to be mine ; 
And when guards have fled 
From the waking dead. 

Through the ^ostly gloom I shall freely tread, 
In her stead. 
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" !N"ow wait ye at the postern door, 
And wlien the hour of twelve has tolled, 

In breezy garments stained with gore, 
The spirit of the dead behold ! — 

Thou wilt restore 

The form she wore, 

And thy steed shall bear us for evermore 
To some distant shore.'' 

" Oh, glorious maiden, — ^peerless flower ! " 
Thus whispered Rudolph to his fair ; 

" Once let us quit this fatal tower ! — 
Away with doubt, away with care : 

Hail to the dower 

Of the wedlock bower ! 

Adieu in joy ! — I wait the power 
Of the midnight hour." 

Ah, how their lips and hearts entwine ! — 
But Rudolph must no longer dally ; 

She wafted him a parting sign 
As he went speeding down the valley : — 
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" Love, thou art mine — 

Love, I am thine; 

Thou shalt he mine, and I he thine, 

Though Heaven and Hell comhine." 

And when the night waxed dark and late. 

Came Rudolph riding up the vale : 

• 

That valley's gloom was hlack as hate, 

And the starlight glimmered pale : 

And he hasted straight 

To the castle gate. 

There at her hidding to await 

His fate. 

And when the hour from the tower-clock tolled, 

Wallhfiude was seen to glide ; 
A waving veil's ensanguined fold 

Her form and lineaments to hide; 
And the rider hold. 
In his mantle rolled. 
Has home her far hy wood and wold 
From the grim stronghold. 
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And long they rode, and silently ; 

The bride was leaning on his heart : 
" My love, how chanceth it," quoth he, 

" That thou so light of burden art 1 " 
"Oh! list to me: 
That well may be, 

For my robes are light as the mists that flee 
O'er the dewy lea." 

Then shuddered he from head to feet. 
As he clasped her shadowy form : — 

** Thou art icy cold," he said, " my sweet, 
Though the fire of love is warm." 

" Ah, yes ! there is heat 

When lovers meet ; 

But my bed was cold as a winding-sheet 
Of the winter sleet." 

Onwards they rode, with the pale moonshine 

And the glimmering stars above. 
" Though cold thy form incarnadine. 

Thy faithful bosom glows with love." 



74 WALLHAIDE. 

" Love, I am tliine, 

And thou art mine ; 

Thou shalt he mine, and I he thine, 

Though Heaven and Hell comhine.*' 

And ever they rode hy the pale moonshine, 
And the night hours flitted past 

" My spirit now shall cease to pine ; 
I have found my love at last ; 

Love, I am thine, 

And thou art mine ; 

Thou shalt be mine, and I be thine, 

Though Heaven and Hell combine." 

Slow dawned the morning's ashen hue : 
They wended on by holt and hill ; 

More motionless the maiden grew. 
And colder and colder still : 

Then the cock crew 

The night's adieu, 

And she glided to the ground, and drew 
Her lover too. 



WALLHAIDE. 75 

" Hush ! how the morning breezes blow, 
Contending with the storms of night ! 

I hear the cock's shrill clarion-crow ; 
We will to bed, my hearths delight ; 

Come, let us go, 

For weal or woe ; 

There is nor Heaven nor Hell, I trow, 
Down below." 

And kisses cold as winter snow 

Upon his pallid lips are pressed. 
And corpse-like vapours float and flow, 

And clasp him in their folds unblessed ; 
And the pulses slow 
Have ceased to glow ; 
And her lover she has found, I trow, 
Down below. 
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THE POSTILION. 



LENAU. 

The meteors swam in silver light, 

On a soft night of May, 
As if upon their pinions bright 

To bear sweet spring away. 

Meadow and hedge were wrapped in sleep ; 

Each winding path was still ; 
The moon alone was left to keep 

Her watch by vale and hilL 

The only voice was of the breeze — 

A voice that seemed to sing, 
Through all the slumbering silences, 

To the children of the spring. 
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The streamlets fell with stilly sound, 

And incense-clouds of balm, 
From dreaming blossoms, breathed around 

Upon the holy calm. 

But hark ! o'er upland, dale, and lea. 

In harsher music borne, 
The crack of whip, the merry glee 

Of the postilion's horn. 

The rapid tramp, the hollow ring 

Of clattering hooves at speed ; 
As the team comes gaily galloping 

The flower-enamelled mead. 

Meadow and grove no sooner seem 

In being than they fly ; 
And hamlets, like an airy dream, 

Have vanished from the eye. 

There nestled in the tranquil light 
A dwelling of the dead, 



7« THE POSTILION. 

AVliicli filled the courier of night 
With masings as he sped. 

Pale on the ridgy mountain high, 

The cemetery stood ; 
And sad and silent to the sky 

Arose the holy rood. 

Then first he slacked his fiery course, 

Then, with a heavy sigh, 
Brought to a stand each panting horse, 

And gazed up to the sky. 

" 'Tis well for horse and wheel," he said, 

" A while to tarry here ; 
In yonder cemetery's shade 

There lies my comrade dear. 

" A truer comrade ne'er was bom ; 

A truer could not be : 
Postilion never sounded horn 

So merrily as he. 
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" Here must I ever linger still, 

And from his faithful friend, 
To him that sleeps on yonder hill, 

The well-loved greeting send." 

And then he blew his trumpet clear 

The sepulchres among ; 
That it might pierce his brother's ear, 

The carol of the song ! 

The silver melodies anew 

The mountain-tops resume. 
As if the dead postilion blew 

An answer from the tomb. 

We travelled on by lawn and lea, 

And overhanging gloom ; 
But memory ever brings to me 

That music from the tomb. 
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LENAU. 



PART FIRST. 



Upon the bright lake's margin see 

Youthful Anna, maiden fair, 
Absorbed in raptured reverie 

Of her image mirrored there. 

** Oh, form divine !" entranced she said, 

** Tell me truly, can it be, 
Sweden's glorious, matchless maid ! 

Am I thou, and art thou me ) 

" I will not, cannot, think it — ^no ! 
Even should the world combine 
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To swear that such a roseate glow 
Blooms upon this cheek of mine. 

" That mouth of coral ! is it mine 1 

Beaming with a radiant smile ! 
Behold ! beneath me still is thine, 

Speaking, questioning, the while. 

" Beloved lake, in pity say. 

Hast thou beautified mine eyes, 
Or is it a reflected ray 

From the azure of the skies V^ 



From the green bank she bendeth low- 
Sees the answering shadow stir; 

The mantle from her breast of snow 
Falls like floating gossamer. 

She gazeth with impassioned eye. 

Lost in ecstasy of bliss ; 
She sees the shadow still reply 

With a gaze of happiness. 
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She bendeth nearer, and more near ; 

And she asks the floating shade — 
" Is every grace of Anna here ? 

Every lineament portrayed V 

A raptured glance the shadow sent 
From the watery mirror there : 

She leans in ravished wonderment 
As her fairness grows more fair. 

" Must faultless angel such as I 
Leave my second self behind 1" 

She proudly cried ; and the reply 
Was the wailing of the wind. 

Descends in wrath the rushing storm, 
Rise the waves with foaming spray; 

The maiden sadly sees her form 
Vanish like a dream away. 

The reeds bend to the tempest's breath, 
Bends and breaks the forest hoar ; 
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And from the wildly waving heath 
Glides a sibyl to the shore. 

The sibyFs words were words of woe : 
" Fleets the freshness of thy form, 

As the shadowy shape below 
Has fleeted before the storm. 

" I tell thee, maid — and mark me well — 
Though in beauty's sunshine dressed, 

Thy progeny would break the spell, 
When they slumber on thy breast. 

" Go, wed thee, and return again. 
When thy first-bom shall awake ; 

Survey thy dream of beauty then. 
In the mirror of the lake. 

" Survey in sorrow and in fear. 
Then, that bosom's matchless pride ; 

Like flaccid net it will appear, 
Wreathing, writhing, in the tide. 
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* 

" Then ask thine image, maid divine, — 
Are these cheeks of pale despair — 

Are these dim hollow eyeballs mine, 
Weeping in the water there 1 

" Haste thee ! thy bridegroom is at hand; 

Haste thee hither back to me ! 
For I have magic at command, 

To hinder such grief to be." 

The maiden trembled as she spake : 
" Mother, if thou- hast the power, 

I will return beside the lake 
And thee, at the witching hour." 



IL 

Where culminates the evening star, 
By the lattice open wide, 

A knight sings to a sweet guitar — 
" Anna, wilt thou be my bride ? 
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" I have a tower, and forests old — 

Mountains rich in iron ore — 
Herds, and flocks, and fields of gold ; 

And for thee my heart is sore. 

" I'll deck thee, dearest, like a star ; 

Pearl and diamond — neck and hand ; 
I'll deck thee, love, with many a scar 

I bring from the Holy Land. 

" To-morrow's dawn will bring the light ; 

When to-morrow's sun shall shine. 
It will reveal a faithful knight, 

And a consecrated shrine. 

" Here I have hung the wedding-ring, 

Here, upon this rosy spray." 
Thus did the knightly gallant sing. 

Then rode on his steed away. 
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HL 

" Little ring ! wilt thou come to me ; 

Or wilt thou bide with the rose 1" 
The rose-leaves rustled stealthily 

As she woke them from repose. 

Through the black curtain of the night, 
Heavy with the scent of bloom, 

There glides along a mystic light, 
Like a glow-worm in the gloom. 

It is the prophetess who stands 
Mourning, weeping — sad to see ; 

And whispers, as she wrings her hands— 
" Woe to thee ! — ah 1 woe to thee ! 

" Bright maiden, hear the words I speak : 
That ring with the rose's breath 

Will pale the roses on thy cheek; 
For, maiden, that ring is Death. 
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" Follow !" With soft and noiseless tread, 

She guided the maiden bright, 
By distant heath, and desert dead, 

Through the darkness of the night. 

Then by a solitary mill. 

" Maiden bride," the beldame said, 
" Is it thine own, thine earnest will. 

In unfruitfulness to wed 1 

« Is it r'— " It is." The sibyl pale 

FHtted up the staircase grey; 
Stood motionless the windmiU sail. 

And the moon shone bright as day. 

She laid seven grains of wheat aside — 

They were of a nut-brown hue ; 
And from the finger of the bride 

The ring of the roses drew. 

" But for the might of the magic lore 
I have summoned from on high. 
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Seven times o'er, in travail sore, 
Thou hadst brooked the nuptial tie." 

She dropped a wheat-seed through the ring 
To the millstone on the ground; 

The big windsails began to swing, 
And the roaring blast to sound. 

The heavy wheel began to grind. 
With its harshly grating tone ; 

And there was borne upon the wind 
A wail like an infant moan. 

Then wheel, and sail, and tempest stopped; 

Anna hears her heart alone ; 
And through the ring the sibyl dropped 

A second seed on the stone. 

Again the wheel began to grind, 
With its harshly grating tone ; 

Again is borne upon the wind 
A wail like an infant moan. 
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The third, the fourth, the fifth, she threw- 
Threw till the seven were done ; 

Each time the gusty tempest blew. 
And the miU went grating on. 

Seven times came the wailing cry 
From the grinding-stone beneath ; 

Then shone the full moon from the sky 
Calmly on the silent heath. 

The beldame's laugh was long and low. 

As she gave the ring again : 
" Now, maiden, thou shalt never know 

The joy of a mother's pain." 

Homewards the trembling Anna flew, 

Ere the dawning of the day : 
One timid glance behind she threw. 

But the witch had fled away. 
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IV. 

They gather round the castle walls, 
Camping in the moonlight clear : 

Eetainers throng the castle halls, 
Busied with the wedding cheer. 

Three days the woods and plains resound 

To the music of the chase ; 
Many a wild boar bit the ground, 

And many a hart of grace. 

And one — the monarch of the glen — 

With his royal antlers lay. 
As if from out his tangled den 

He had torn a branch away. 

" Forest old," quoth the huntsman bold, 
" For the sake of ancient fame, 

Unkennel us from wood and wold 
The choicest of all thy game." 
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A hundred guests, at early mom, 
Were arrayed to greet the bride ; 

By stately steed the bride was borne, 
With the bridegroom at her side. 

So ravishing in bright attire, 

Such a glorious sight was she, 
The people's voices like a choir 

Shouted their idolatry. 

The sun upon his course to-day 

Meeteth no such form divine ; 
The wedding priest who came to pray, 

Paused in wonder at the shrine. 

And when the priest gave to the groom 

That treasure of love to guard. 
All Paradise began to bloom 

Through the gates of bliss unbarred. 

Anna was proud of her renown ; 
Proud of him she held in thrall ; 
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Proud of her myrtle marriage-crown ; 
But prouder of seK than alL 

A stately banquet decks the hall ; 

Hark to the horn and trumpets' din ! 
** Long live the bride !" from one and all ; 

Cymbal, lute, and mandolin ! 

But as the shadows gathered round, 
There came sadly o'er her ear 

The weU-remembered warning sound 
Of the winds and waters near. 

For her, the torches glimmer pale ; 

Fades for her the bridal wreath. 
Through trumpets' clang she hears the wail 

From the lone mill on the heath. 
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PART SECOND. 



V. 



Seven long years of life are fled, 
Trackless as the foam away; 

Seven years agone was Anna wed ; 
To-day is the bridal day. 

The fairest fair, with one accord, 
That ever the Northland knew ; 

And homage on her shrine is poured, 
As on the red rose the dew. 

But she was as discreet as fair ; 

No homage her heart could win ; 
Her jewels were her lord's to wear : 

She had but one secret sin. 

To her lone chamber she would hie. 
Like a fewn in wanton flight ; 
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And scan with eager ardent eye 
Her form in the mirror bright. 

She would stand gazing mute and still 
On her spangled image there ; 

Until a sharp and secret thrill 
Smote her with a dull despair. 

With ringing gem, and rustling gown, 
She would pace her chamber round. 

In vain expectancy to drown 
The knell of a woeful sound. 

As beauteous and as peerless now. 
As when to the altar led ; 

Her lord ill brooks the barren vow 
Of a fruitless marriage-bed. 



VL 



From christening feast they chanced to ride 
Homeward in the shadows cool ; 
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Her Eric rode by Anna's side, 
And the moon was at the fulL 

In silent meditation lost, 

He slacks his bridle-rein, 
And sees the forest shadows tossed 

Like thoughts o'er the fevered brain. 

Thus onward, the bright moon beneath. 

All musing and mute they ride, 
Until they reach the broad brown heath 

Where she wandered as a bride. 

He sees her horse's shadow thrown 
By the moonlight sharp and clear; 

The horse's shadow is alone ! 

And his heart stands still with fear. 

** AccursM fiend !" in his despair. 

The lord of the castle said ; 
" I see thy living image there ; 

But where has the shadow fled 1" 
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All trembling in the bright moonshine. 
Doth the hapless Anna ride ; 

Above — Omnipotence Divine ; 
Her lord in his wrath beside. 

At last the wife and husband meet^ 

Their chamber alone within ; 
She £sdls in anguish at his feet. 

And tells of her secret sin. 

A tale that savours of the tomb ! 

For the fragrance of her breath, 
Sweeter once than the breathing bloom, 

Is an atmosphere of death. 

The moonlight through the casement shone. 

And revealed to Eric's gaze 
The form that he had gazed upon 

In the summer of his days. 

" Thou art no woman ! fiend of hell !" 
Was his horror-stricken cry ; 
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** Thou and thy sorceries were well 
Where thy murdered victims lie. 

"Begone from out this nuptial room! 

Begone from my house and heart ! 
Begone in want, and woe, and gloom! 

And I curse thee as we part. 

" Begone ! the curse of blighted bliss 

Be the measure of thy doom ; 
The black and fathomless abyss 

Beneath an unhallowed tomb." 



VIL 

Anna lies where the pine-trees grow, 
Forlorn in her speechless pain; 

And from her eyes the tear-drops flow 
On the velvet moss like rain. 

The wild wind whistles through the trees, 
Kushes wild the river by, 

G 
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Waking the guilty memories 
From the storehouse where they lie. 

There is no ray of hope for her ! 

Dismal only on the gale. 
As from some yawning sepulchre, 

Comes a lamentable waiL 

And Pity, haply wandering there, 
Passes by with drooping head; 

And Charity can only spare 
The dole of a beggar's bread. 



VIII. 

To-day sums up the seventh long year 
Since she left her lord for aye. 

And all that life and love hold dear, 
To remorse and grief a prey. 

To-day sums up the seventh long year 
Since he cursed her as she fled ; 
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Her path lias been a path of fear, 
In the wake of Famine's tread. 

The holy anguish mothers bear, 
Ne'er these haggard features knew ; 

But they are emblems of despair, 
With their pallid corpse-like hue. 

She raised her dim eyes, as she lay 
In the twilight's deepening haze ; 

A kindly glance from visage grey 
Dawned upon her weary gaze. 

" Be comforted, thou child of woe ; 

Kise up from thy lowly rest ; 
The tears of grief must cease to flow ; 

There is balm in Mercy's breast. 

" Hence to the forest fane we hie : " 
Thus speaks the old hermit grey, 

As the last glimmer in the sky 
Fades behind the hill away. 
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And dark and darker waxed the night : 
Rarely through the spectral trees 

There broke some distant planet's light. 
And hushed was the sighing breeze. 

Within the forest fastness deep, 
Eeposes the peaceful shrine ; 

The walls in deathlike stillness sleep, 
But in radiant splendour shine. 

" Oh, saddest of the race of Sin ! 

Weary pilgrim, enter there, 
And ask of those thou seest within, 

Mercy, in a lowly prayer." 

With trembling, lingering, faltering feet 
She enters the house of prayer ; 

No forms of fear her vision meet ; 
Anna's self alone is there. 

Alone ! but Anna hears her name 
In a softly whispered tone. 
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And slie sees seven tapers flame 
Beside tlie high altar stone. 

The lamp that sheds its lustre clear 

Floats aloft without a chain, 
And imaged figures dim and drear 

The walls of the temple stain. 

Seven transparent shapes of light 
Pass where she shuddering stands, 

Then down before the altar bright 
Silent kneel with folded hands. 

Adown her cheeks so wan and worn, 

Bitter tears in torrents roll ! 
" Alas ! my hapless babes unborn ! 

Mercy for my drowning soul ! 

" For ruthless maid, and perjured wife, 

Who with sacrilegious will 
Has tampered with the Book of Life, 

And its doom for good or ill." 
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They greeted her, these shapes of air, 
Mutely, with a moumfal smile ; 

The hermit's arm with loving care 
Eoimd her fainting form the while. 

She sank down on the chapel floor ; 

Silenced was her sobbing breath; 
Her weeping wail was heard no more ; 

For the hermit's grasp was Death ! 



IX. 

Just then a balmy breath was shed 

Over Eric in repose ; 
He woke to find his couch overspread 

With the fresh flowers of the rose. 

Slowly, in her death-array, 
Glided Anna's ghastly shade, 

And on the couch where Eric lay. 
The ring of the roses laid. 
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They vanislied — shade and roses all, 

By the zephyr borne away. 
He reached his lute down from the wall 

It had clung to many a day. 

He sang the song he sung before 

By the casement open wide ; 
And his tones were still the tones of yore : 

" Anna, wilt thou be my bride 1 

" I have a tower, and forests old — 

Mountains rich in iron ore — 
Herds, and flocks, and fields of gold ; 

And for thee my heart is sore." 
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THE THEEE GIPSIES. 



LENAU. 

I SAW three gipsies once beneath 

A hoary willow lying ; 
As deeply through the sandy heath 

My carriage- wheels were sighing. 

One dealer in his neighbour's pel^ 

The evening shadows in, 
Made thievish music to himself 

Upon a violin. 

One at the pipe-smoke from his mouth 

Grazed in contentedness ; 
As if the earth from north to south 

Contained no other bliss. 
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The third the sleep of virtue slept : 

His rude harp hung apart ; 
While o*er its chords the breezes swept, 

And visions o'er his heart. 

Their ragged garments round them hung 

In many a patch and flaw ; 
But none the less their scorn they flung 

At order and at law. 

Then let us laugh ; for we are sure, 
When Life's dark shadows throng, 

To find at least a triple cure — 
Tobacco, sleep, and song. 

Ofttimes I lingered by the way 

To gaze upon the Three ; 
And still these pilgrims of the day 

live in my memory. 
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THE EEL-KING'S DAUGHTER 



HERDER. 

Far and wide dotli Sir Oluf ride, 

To meet tlie train of his coming bride. 

The elves were dancing on fairyland, 

And the Erl-king's daughter waved her hand. 

" Welcome, Sir Oluf ! Wherefore flee 1 
Come hither, Sir Oluf, and dance with me." 

" Dance I neither dare nor may. 
For to-morrow is my bridal-day." 

** Hearken, Sir Oluf ! wilt dance with me ? 
Two golden spurs will I give to thee ; 
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A shirt of silk so white and fine 

Bleached by my mother in the moonshine." 

" Dance I neither dare nor may, 
For to-morrow is my bridal-day." 

" Hearken, Sir Oluf ! wilt dance with me ? 
A heap of gold will I send to thee." 

" Gold is the idol of mortal mould, 
Yet I may not dance in thy fairy fold." 

" Since the fairy dance thou dar'st to fly, 
I doom thee. Sir Olu^ to sicken and die." 

She struck him fiercely on the heart ! 
Unearthly was the anguished smart 

She set him fednting on his steed : 

" Now homewards to thy bridal speed." 

And when he reached the castle-gate. 
His mother stood like trembling Fate. 
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" Tell me, my son, oh, tell the tale ! 
Why thy visage is so deathly pale 1" 

" Mother, my visage may well be white, 

I have been in the Ell-king's land this night." 

" When thy bride comes with the morning sun. 
What shall I say, my darling one V* 

" Tell her that I with horse and hound 

For the depths of the forest-glade was bound." 

At early mom, while it scarce was day. 
There came the bride, and the bride's array. 

They served the meat, and they served the wine : 
" Where is Sir Oluf, dear mother mine 1" 

" This morn, Sir Oluf, with horn and hound. 
For the depths of the forest-glade was bound." 

But the bride drew back the curtain red j 
And Sir Oluf lay there, and he was dead. 
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THE LAST POET. 



GRUN. 

Poets ! will ye cease to sing 
Within tlie lapse of time 1 

Will it ever cease to ring, — 
The old eternal chime 1 

Doth the cornucopia still 
Exhaustless themes supply? 

Is there yet a daffodil, 

Or stream that is not dry 1 

While athwart the firmament 
Revolves the glorious sun, 

There is gaze of gladness bent j 
Yea, were it only one. 
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While the fiery tempests pour 
The leven-bolts at will, 

Ever at the thunder's roar 
The pulse of man stands stilL 

While the rainbow shines in praise 

Of harmony above, 
Man will hail with grateful gaze 

The harbinger of love. 

While the night-wind sows its seed 
Upon the star-decked sky, 

Humble faith will surely read 
The hand of God on high. 

While the moon shines on the hill, 
The loving heart is blest ; 

While the forest shades are still, 
The weary are at rest. 

While the spring-time waxeth green, 
And roses waft perfume, 
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Joyful glances shall be seen, 
And cheeks of laughing bloom. 

While a sepulchre shall mourn, 

With cypress overhead, 
Tears will sanctify the um, 

And hearts break o'er the dead. 

While the torch of poesy 

Flames with a flame divine, 
There will be the bended knee 

In worship at her shrine. 

When the world has rolled its span, 

The song shaU still be heard ; 
And the last-departing man 

Shall be the latest bard. 

Gk)d smiles on the earth He made, 

As when that earth was new ; 
Smiles on every new-bom blade, 

On every floweret's hue. 
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When this God-created flower 
Shall fade — as fade it must — 

At some new creation's hour, 

When heaven and earth are dust^ 

Ask if Angels cease to sing 
Beyond the lapse of time ; 

If 'twill ever cease to ring, — 
The old eternal chime. 



113 



WILLIAM TELL. 



ZEDLITZ. 

" Why in the deep dark night, my fiather, say, 
Do we lie hidden in the forest- wild 1 " 
" He who prepares him for the chase, my child, 

Must ambush in the wood ere break of day." 

** See, from the covert, yonder breaks a roe ! 
Thou seest, father, and thou dost not sky !" 
" Let the poor quarry scathless wend his way ; 

This morn will furnish forth a nobler foe." 

" Quick, father ! fit an arrow to thy bow ; 
There springeth from the copse a stag at speed ! " 
** Child 1 of the harmless quarry take no heed ; 

This mom will furnish forth a nobler foe." 

H 
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" Father ! there hangeth o'er us, like a shroud, 
A storm of thunder in the darkening sky; 
I am afraid, my father, — ^let us fly." 

" Son ! thou must learn to brave the thunder-cloud." 

" See ! hitherward with all his proud array. 
The Grovemor comes prancing on his steed ! " 
" Hush, boy ! as God may help thee at thy need. 

Tyrant, approach ! — this is thy latest day." 

" Now may the God of Heaven my father save ! 
For he hath slain the mightiest in the land." 
" A Man defends the Truth with his right hand ; 

The coward only is the tyrant's slave." 
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THE MIDNIGHT EEVIEW. 



ZEDLITZ. 

The drummer at midnight 
Leaps up from the tomb ; 

Swiftly and eagerly 

Glides through the gloom. 

From his skeleton fingers 

There fitfully come 
Sepulchral reveille 

And roll of the drum. 

The drum soundeth strangely ! 

The mouldering brave, 
At the might of its music, 

Awake from the grave. 
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The dead in the Northland, 
Benumbed in the snow ; 

The dead in the Southland, 
Eed, reeking, below; 

The dead in the Nile-slime 
And Araby's sand ; 

Arise from their slumber 
With musket in hand. 



At midnight the trumpeter 
Leaps from the tomb ; 

The bray of his trumpet 
Is piercing the gloom. 

Upon shadowy chargers 

Dead riders appear ; 
The blood-stained old squadrons, 

With sabre and spear. 
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The white skulls are grinning 

'Neath helmets of brass ; 
The spectres are waving 

Their swords as they pass. 



At midnight the Captain 
Ascends from the grave, 

Eides leisurely forwards, 
Begirt by the brave. 

No crest on his forehead, 
No garment of pride ; 

And the sword in its scabbard 
Hangs still by his side. 

In the moon's yellow glare 
O'er the wilderness shed, 

He stands in his dusky garb 
Mustering the dead. 
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Their arms are presented, 
And then shouldered high; 

Then with drums in the vanguard 
The legions march by. 

The Staff of the Empire 

Encircle their lord; 
And to one that is nearest 

He whispers a word — 

A whisper that travels 
The ghostly expanse ; 

And the watchwords are these : 
" St Helena and France." 



'Tis thus at the tweKth hour, 

In mystical shade. 
The dead Caesar holdeth 

His midnight parade. 
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SCHELM VON BEEGEK 



SIMROCK. 

Within the halls of Frankfort, they chose a king to-day, 
And in the evening they danced their torchlight roun- 
delay: 
A new Kaiser hath been bom ; 
At the altar he hath sworn; 

Ye merry maskers, dance away. 

To the dance ! to the dance ! the monarch himself is 

there; 
And the black knight leads the Queen, so youthful and 

so fair: 
Who may be the happy knight 
With that jewel of delight 

That a prince might be proud to wear ? 
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To the dance ! to the dance ! there are breasts that 

heave and fall : 
Who hath the Queen of Beauty ta'en again from out 

them all 1 
Tis the dark emblazoned knight ! 
And in sooth his step is light, 

As he floats through the painted halL 

There are whisperings of wonder amongst the dames, 

I ween ; 
For ever 'tis the sable knight who leads the blooming 

Queen ; 
And there will be watchful eyes. 
When the maskers doff their guise, 

And the knight of the dance is seen. 

" The masquerade is ended ; Sir Knight, I fain would 

know 
The noble lineaments that lie that sable screen below 1 " 
" Oh, thou fairest of the fair ! 
By thy soul and mine, I swear 

Thou art seeking a sight of woe." 
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" Nay, an thou wert an outlaw," thus spake the noble 

King, 
** Our honour casts around thee the SBgis of her 

wing:" 
But the crowd recoil aghast. 
As aside the veil is cast ; 

And murmurs through the chamber ring. 

" Executioner of Bergen ! " the fiery monarch saith ; 
" There is treason in thy presence, and poison in thy 

breath : 
Warders, ho ! your king commands ; 
Seize the helot where he stands. 

And drag him to a felon's death." 

"Not so, oh mighty king, can thine honour be re- 
stored ! 

But rather, from that honour's fount, let healing grace 
be poured. 

Sire, thy steel can dub me knight ; 

He who holds thine honour light 

Shall fall before my knightly sword.' 



» 
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** Upon thy knees ! thou craftiest of counsellors at 

need! 
Thy life has been an infamy, and knavish is thy deed ; 
Schelm von Bergen be thy name 
On the muster-roll of fame ; 

And let the knights around take heed." 

Again the dance is marshalled, at the monarch's high 

command ; 
On whom hath Majesty again bestowed her royal 

hand? 
'Tis the black unhelmfed knight! 
And in sooth his step is light 

Amongst the princes of the land. 
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COME IN THE STILL NIGHT. 

REINICK. 

Comb in the still night, 

Thou dearest and best ! 
'Tis long since the sunlight 

Has sunk to its rest : 
There is nought but the glimmer of Love in the West. 

Why tsJrries my dearest 1 
The starlight is clear ! 
The moon's silver crest 
Is hastening near : 
Dearest and loveliest, do thou, too, come here ! 

See how the moon gleams 
On blossom and spray ! 
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Trust in the moonbeams, 
For loyal are they : 
What fearest thou, loveliest 1 — Love, come away ! 

Fast closed is each eye : 

Each floweret and tree 
In dreamy bliss lie 

On the slumbering lea : 
Love only is waking, to gaze upon thee. 

Love watcheth to hail 

Thee above all ! 
List to the nightingale, 

List to my call : 
Dearest, come nigh, where the still shadows fall 
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THE KING OF BUEGUNDY. 

ARNDT. 

Proudly rode on cliarger gay 

The King of Burgundy : 
Met him on his onward way 

A boy so fair to see. 

And he cried, " God greet thee, King 
Thou might of Burgundy ! 

May the shadow of His wing 
For ever rest on thee !" 

And he cried : " God turn thee, King, 

In loving thought to me ! 
Though my only offering 

Is loyalty to thee." 
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Said the King : " What wouldst thou, boy, 
With helmet and with shield ? 

Only ravens have their joy 
Upon the battle-field. 

" List to me, my pretty child, 

Yet in thine early bloom ; 
Eough is the road of war, and wild ; 

It leadeth to the tomb. 

** Back npon thy little feet, — 

Back to thy fragrant vale ; 
And there hearken to the sweet 

Kotes of the nightingale. 

" Let thy fingers tend the vine ; 

'Twill suit their texture fair : 
Let them weave the weft so fine 

For shepherd swains to wear." 



" Fragile is my frame, oh King ! 
My years of life are few; 
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But smnmer foUowetli on spring ; 
My heart is leal and true. 

" Horsemen on their steeds of war, 

In goodly thousands show; 
Falchions glitter near and far, 

And quivers overflow. 

" But not one of aU the brave 

Is faithf uUer than I : 
Let me be thy Httle slave, 

Thy footsteps ever nigh. 

" But not one — my life I gage — 

So dearly loves thy fame, 
As thy little slender page. 

Though fragile be his frame." 



" Voice of love, my boy, thou hast ; 

And nobly hast thou said ; 
But the trumpet's stormy blast 

Bedims the roses red. 



128 THE KING OF BURGUNDY. 

" For blue eyes of love's desire 
The foemen have no care ; 

Falchion forged in battle-fire 
Has never learned to spare." 



" Monarch ! if the words I say 
Find favour in thine ear, 

There is none in thine array 
Who knoweth less of fear. 

" Let the rosy colour fly ! 

Tis but a fleeting guest ; 
For thee, my King, to live or die. 

Alike is to be blest. 



" Tell me, boy, and truly tell : 
Hast thou perchance the power 

Of the magic-philtered spell 
Against the evil hour ? 
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" Wherewith, in the summer beams, 

Mine aching eyes to close, 
And in paradise of dreams 

To lull me to repose ?" 



" Koyal Sire, I tell thee true, 
Weak are the gifts I wear ; 

But true love has power to do. 
As it has will to dare. 

" I can sound the warbling lute. 
Or to the harp can sing ; — 

Men have sate in wonder mute 
To hearken to my string. 

" I can dance the mazy dance 
On chamber floor inlaid 

With covering of sword and lance. 
And never stir a blade. 

" I can chase grim care away 

With tales of barons bold — 

I 
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Heroes of another day, — 
The good grey times of old. 

" I can make the merlin lift 
Her pinions to the sky : 

Sire ! thy falconers are swift, 
But not so swift as I." 

Vanquished is the King, and, see, 
The page, in armour bright. 

Rides with the King of Burgundy 
In harness day and night. 

Care has he of sword and steed, — 
Saddles at early morn ; 

Ne'er a stouter squire at need 
Obeyed the bugle-horn. 

Banquet-songs he sings, and plays 
Upon the harp of gold ; 

Legends they of other days, — 
The good grey times of old. 
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When the last roll of the drum 

At midnight ceased to beat, 
Silently the page would come, 

And slumber at his feet 

¥r * * * 

So the tide of warriors bold 

Eolled onwards through the land, 

Till the sound of trumpets told 
The foemen were at hand. 

Glancing horsemen speed along, 

As valour only can ; 
Warrior spirits eager throng 

To reach the battle's van. 

Many a gallant in the fight. 

King Eudolph sent that day 
Headlong to the night of night. 

Out from the lance's play. 

Many a loving heart will break. 
Many a tear be shed. 
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When the grisly searchers make 
The master of the dead. 



Then a knight of mighty fame 
Spurred through the gory field 

On the monarch, fierce as flame, 
And shivered helm and shield. 

Crash of armour sounds his knell ; 

That field must be his grave ; 
Lifeless from his steed he fell. 

The monarch kind and brave. 

Ghastly pale with anguish grew 
The page, and bent his bow; 

** Take," he cried, " Love's last adieu :" 
His arrow pierced the foe. 

Prostrate on the broken shield, 

No sound of war he hears; 
And the Woman is revealed 

In ecstasy of tears. 
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From his head the helmM crest 

In agony she tore; 
Pressfed his gold locks to her breast, 

And kissed them o*er and o'er. 

Quick the snowy lawn is torn 

From off her bosom's shrine ; 
Maiden modesty overborne 

By woman's love divine. 

See, the monarch's cheek grows red ! 

The spirit comes once more 
From the portals of the dead, 

Trembling from Lethe's shore. 

See the joy-beam in his eyes, 

With fast-returning breath ! 
For that peerless sacrifice 

For him through Hfe and death. 

See, a course of bliss begun ! 
The maid clasped to his heart : 
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" Come, thou dear and feithfol one, 
We never more shall part 

" Than the least, if thou wert less,— 
A beggar's hut within; 

Thou art, in thy nobleness, 
To royalty akin." 



" Sire !" in accents soft and low. 
Whispered the blushing maid, 

" Pity to thy servant show, 
Pardon thy trust betrayed. 

" Though I dare to love a king, — 
Sire ! let the truth be said ; 

I am not a loathsome thing, 
Bom in a beggai^s shed. 

" Shameless as thou seest me here, 
Here amongst armM men, 

I am daughter of a Peer, 
Count Walter of Ardennes. 
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** Love lent courage for my flight, 

And courage for the fray; 
Love, my guardian by night, 

My beacon-tower by day." 



•K- 



'' Matchless maiden ! true and sage ; 
Wide shall thy worth be known; 
Henceforth on thy pilgrimage 
"No longer be alone. 

"Henceforth, — Paradise for me ! 

Queen of a thousand charms; 
Sweetest Queen of Burgundy, 

To rest within thine arms. 

" Thou, my buckler in the fight ! 

My stay in troubles past ! 
Life shall be a long delight 

With thee, while life shall last." 
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THE GREETING FEOM THE KYNAST. 



RUCKERT. 

" I*LL not bide witMa my chamber here, so silent and 
so still," 
Said the Fraiilein Knnigund^ von Kynast : 
" On horseback to the merry hunt, with hound and 
horn, I will ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



" Who comes to wed with me," she said, " a Ritter he 
must be ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
"Who can ride round the Kynast as he rides the 
level lea ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 
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There rode a noble Eitter round the bastion's dizzy 
brink; 
The Fratilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
He fell — ^but from the Fratilein ne'er a shudder nor 
a shrink; 
The FraUlein Kunigundfe. 



And again another knight rode the bastion's dizzy- 
crest; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
He fell — ^but still the life-blood was stagnant in her 
breast ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



And again a noble Eitter rode the battlements once 
more; 
The Fratilein Kunigundfe von Kynast : 
He fell — but she was silent as his charger staggered 
o'er; 
The Fratilein Kunigund^. 
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And the long years fleeted by, but no Hitter came 
again; 
The Fraiilein Kimigundfe von Kynast : 
The ride of the Kynast, they deemed, was not for liv- 
ing men ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



Upon the lofby battlements the Fraiilein took her 
stand; 
The Fraiilein Kxmigond^ von Kynast : 
She said, " Fm very lonely — is there none to win my 
hand?" 
The Fraiilein Kunigimd^. 



" Is there ne'er a knight to ride — ^to ride and win a 
bride ] " 
The Fraiilein Kunigundfe von Kynast : 
" Shame on the craven Ritters, to quail before the 
ride ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 
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Then spoke the Landgrave Adelbert from forth the 
Thiiringland ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigundfe von Kynast : 
" The ride of the Kynast is worth a Eitter's bridle- 
hand ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigunde. 



His docile steed he trained by the ridgy rocks to 
creep ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigundfe von Kynast : 
" The Fraiilein shall not see us dashed in fragments 
down the steep ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



'' Look out, oh noble Fraiilein ! and a Eitter here 
behold ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
She saw the mounted Eitter, and she waxed both grave 
and cold ; 
The FraiQein Kunigundfe. 
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She saw liini ready for the ride, and in her heart did 
say; 
The FralQein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
'* Ah ! woe is me that e'er I planned so perilous a 
way ! " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



The Eitter rode round the Kynast, and she turned 
aside her head ; 
The FratQein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
" Ah ! woe is me for this brave knight, he rides to 
join the dead ! " 
The Fraiilein Kimigundfe. 



The Eitter rode round the Kynast, the bastion's dizzy 
crest; 
The FratQein Kunigunde von Kynast : 
The snowy hand was motionless that clasped the snowy 
breast ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigundfe. 
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The Bitter rode round the Kynast, the battlements 
around ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
She dared not draw a breath for fear to start him with 
the sound ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^, 



Then from the terrible Kynast rode down the Eitter 
brave ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigunde von Kynast : 
" Now thanks be to the God of Heaven, who stretched 
His arm to save," 
Sighed the Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



" Oh ! thanks be to the God of Heaven, to death thou 
didst not ride," 
Said the Fraiilein Kunigunde von Kynast : 
" And now alight, oh noble knight ! and greet thy 
loving bride," 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 
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Then spoke the noble Eitter, but he spake from off 
his steed; 
The Fraiilein Kunigundfe von Kynast : 
"I have taught thee, ruthless maiden, how a knight 
can ride at need ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^, 



"Now tarry, ruthless maiden, till another comes to 
ride ; " 
Thou Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast ! 
" I am wedded to another, and thou canst not be my 
bride ; " 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



So the Eitter spurred his charger, and rode upon his 
way; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
And he left the Fraiilein there in the shame of her 
dismay; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund6. 
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She rested in lier maidenhood, the Fraiilein von 
Kynast ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
And to a senseless wooden shape she was transformed 
at last ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigimd^. 



No tresses crowned her image, but a hedgehog's thorny 
hide ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast : 
And the pilgrim to the grim Kynast must kiss the 
prickly bride ; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 



They bring the bride for him to kiss ; and if his blood 
run cold — 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^ von Kynast — 
The forfeit of that thorny kiss must be redeemed with 
gold; 
The Fraiilein Kunigund^. 
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THE VOICE OF MY HEAET. 



GEIBEL. 

Faster, oh faster, my trusty steed ! 

Thy gallop is but slack and slow ; 
To the forest with thy swiftest speed ; 

The tide of love is at its flow. 

There's a dreamy passion in the glow 
Of sunset on the purple hill ; 

There's a dreamy music in the flow 
Of woodland song and tinkling rilL 

Oh that I might, like the warbling bird. 
To the bright fields of ether rise ! 

And let the song of my love be heard 
'Mongst yonder rose-enamelled skies. 
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Or, like the storm on its battle-wing, 

To ocean flee, to ocean flee ; 
The strain of a throbbing heart to sing 

In the ear of the rolling sea. 

But the ocean deep I cannot seek, 
Nor mount up like the soaring bird ; 

And yet the voice of my heart must speak, 
And no sound of the voice be heard. 

Ye silver rays in the stream that shine ! 

To you I tell my tale of bliss ; 
She is mine, the loved one — she is mine ; 

My Kps still tremble with her kiss. 
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NOEFALL'S TOWER 

TRINTUS. 

Say, whither do thy wandering footsteps bend ? 
Were not thy couch and chamber warm, my friend) 
The hour of twelve has chimed on Norfall's tower ; 
And on the tempest drifts the hurtling shower. 

Say, pilgrim of the night, hast thou no fear 9 
The howling blast and rain-flood dost thou hear ) 
Ere morning reddens through the inky night, 
Will burst the thunderbolt of NorfisJl's might 

Back, restless spirit^ to thy chamber warm ! 
Know that the Cloud-king rideth on the storm : 
He tumeth not in mercy on his path. 
But yearly reaps the harvest of his wrath. 
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Thus it befell : as on an even-tide 
He clianced upon the blustering blast to ride 
Round Norfall's Castle in his sternest mood, 
A maiden by the lighted casement stood. 

Proud was her presence, and her glance was fire ; 
Her words were bitter stings of scorn and ire ; 
While at her feet a youth of high degree 
Knelt in a trance of grievous agony. 

" Is there no mercy, maiden, in thy breast 1 
Is there no pardon for a sin confessed ? 
Doth not all nature worship at thy shrine ? 
Beats there the manly heart that is not thine 1 

*' I also at thine altar watch and pray; 

Thou art my dream by night, my thought by day : 

But never yet did dream or thought aspire 

To aught of earthly promise or desire. 

'^ I am the pHghted pilgrim^ and no more, 
Who bows his head to kiss the hallowed floor : 
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Like him I kiss the hallowed robe afar, 
As if I bent in worship to a star." 

Haught was the answer of the ruthless Mr : 

** How, beardless boy, unblushing, dost thou dare 

To plead to her whom princes of the land 

Have sued in vain, with sceptre, heart, and hand 1 

** Eash boy, forbear ! — ^The heaving of my breath, 
My rosy lips, my lily hands, are Death ; 
The spells of beauty that around me glow 
Can ne'er descend on mortal here below. 

" My chosen bridegroom is the stately king 
Who rules the gnomes of air and elvish ring ; 
And he shall twice obey his bride's behest, 
Or fold her never to his phantom breast." 

Scarce did the proud boast from the maiden fell. 
Old Norfairs Castle shook from tower to hall ; 
The Cloud-king with his tempest-train came down, 
The thunderbolt his sceptre and his crown. 



norfall's tower. 149 

" Maid of the matchless form and soul of fire ! 
'Tis granted thee, thy swelling heart's desire ; 
Heed not for mendicants before thee cast ; 
I woo thee with the lightning and the blast. 

** Through the far fields of ether wouldst thou roam ? 
The king of clouds wiU lead thee to his home ; 
And he shall twice obey his bride's behest, 
Or fold her never to his phantom breast" 

Around the maid his whirlwind arms were cast ; 
He bore her through the darkness, fierce and fast, 
Until the fEiithful boy's impassioned prayer 
No longer reached her in the upper air. 

Now in the palace of the clouds they rest : 
The spirit fondly clasps her to his breast : 
" And now, beloved one, 'tis well, I ween, 
I show the Empyrean lords their queen." 

From his wet beard he tore out bristles three ; 
Three gouts of blood obeyed the gramarye ; 
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Then quick the wizard blood and snaky hair 
He scorched and shrivelled in the levin's glare. 

See ! clothed in white, upon a dripping steed, 
An airy horseman comes at flying speed; 
Behind, and bearing high a pearly shell, 
The mother fairy of the mystic spell. 

" Hail ! king of clouds ! " up spoke the Water-king, 
" A crimson goblet to the feast I bring, 
Ta'en from the miller's dame in her death-dream, 
Upon the margin of the flooded stream." 

The Erl-king came upon his car of fire, 
His daughters sate beside their gloomy sire. 
Squadrons of elves on cricket steeds drew nigh. 
Scourging the lazy nightmare as they fly. 

And then the Erl-king spoke : " O Cloud-king, hail ! 

A dainty dish I bring to the regale ; 

The red heart of a child I slew to-day 

As slumbering in Ins mother's arms he lay." 
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Hark to the roaring, jarring, hideous scream 
Of wingM dragons chained in fiery team ! 
With salamanders at their demon play 
Within the yellow zone of flaming spray. 

" Come," quoth the Fire-king, " see, the feast is drest. 
The table spread ! I am the latest guest : 
Then quickly to the banquet let us hie ; 
There will be scanty fare for such as I." 

Helpless and terror-struck Eomhild^ stood 
Alone amidst the evil spirit-brood ; 
" Is it for shapes of death like these I fell ? 
This masquerade of horrors fresh from hell 1 " 

Ay, wring thy hands, lost maiden, wring them sore ; 

It is the demon's compact, and no more : 

She who in demon's arms elects to rest. 

He feasts upon the life-blood from her breast, 

" Avaunt, foul spirit ! dost thou fling apart 
The words of promise that beguiled my heart 1 



162 norpall's tower. 

That twice thou shouldst obey thy bride's behest, 
Or fold her never to thy phantom breast ? " 

" Not so, my love ; before the feast grows cold 
They shall be thine, so they be quickly told." 
In trembling haste bethought the anguished maid ; 
In trembling tearful accents thus she said : 

" The faithful boy who loves me, I would see ; " 
He stood before her in her agony : 
Upon his breast she leaned her forehead fair, 
Then clasped him to her heart in fond despair. 

** noble heart, in love and truth to me ! 
Now, show me, king, a truer one than he." 
A howl of pain replied, — a dismal scream ; 
And spells and spectres vanished like a dream. 

The light of morning chased the shadows dun ; 
Shone o*er the castled keep the glorious sun : 
In bonds of lifelong fedth supremely blest, 
Romhild^ and her lover are at rest. 
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Still as the waning days of autumn frown, 

The Cloud-king with his tempest-train comes down : 

But still the morning lays the mists dispel ; 

For Faith is stronger than the strength of HelL 
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IN THE STEANGE LAND. 



HARTMANN. 

My friend ! why art thou so cold and sadi 
Why do thy brows so darkly bend 1 

Are not the faces around thee glad? 
Can Nature more of Eden lend 1 
" This land is not mine own, my friend." 

Is not the song of the nightingale 

As tuneful in its warbled tone ? 
Is the azure of the sky more pale 

Where Phoebus glitters on his throne ? 

" 'Tis well for thee ! These are thine own." 

Behold how gloriously they shine, 
These laughing, loving, maidens* eyes ! 
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Before the rays of that light divine, 
Grief to her gloomy twilight flies. 
" There is a grief that never dies." 

Oh, child of the people ! canst thou see 
The freedom that our swords have won, 

Nor bum to be partner with the free, 
Nor burn thy slavish land to shun 1 " 
" I burn ; but I am still her son." 
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THE EIDEE AND THE BODENSEE. 

SCHWAB. 

The sunlight glimmered on ice and snow; 
The horseman rode through the valley below — 
In heat and haste through the snow rode he ; ' 
To-day he must reach the Bodensee; 
He and his horse, ere the day is o'er, 
Must be ferried across to yonder shore. 

Over rugged stone, and ragged thorn, 
By his rushing steed was the rider borne ; 
Beyond the hills, on the open land, 
There stretched the snow like a beach of sand : 
Village and hamlet behind him lay. 
Nor stone nor thorn on the level way. 
Nor hillock nor house on the virgin strand ; 
And the trees had vanished for aye. 
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He speeded on for a mile and two ; 
He heard tlie cry of the wild curlew : 
The reed-hen fluttered as he drew near ; 
No other sound did the rider hear ; 
No passer-by came there to show 
His course through the trackless steppes of snow : 
And as over the velvet plain he sped, 
" When will the bright lake shine 1 " he said ; 
" When wiU the rushing waters flow 1 " 

Up rose the early evening star; 

There's a gleam of twinkling lights afar : 

The trees from the mists begin to loom; 

The mountains close in a wall of gloom. 

He can trace the thorn upon the mead ; 

He gave the spur to his panting steed ; 

And the watchdog bayed as he galloped by, 

And the bright hearths blinked in the village nigh. 

" Good even, fair maiden ! tell me, pray. 
How far is the Bodensee away 1 " 
The maiden gazed with a wondering eye : 
" Behind thee, the lake and shallop He; 
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Methoaght at first, but it cannot be. 

Thou hadst passed o*er the frozen Bodensee !" 

The horseman shuddered, and pointed back : 
'* Through the snowy plain, there lies my track. '' 
^ God of the just !" the maiden said, 
^' O'er the frozen waters hast thou sped ) 
Has the iron hoof of charger rung 
The unfjEithomable deeps among. 
And rose not in wrath the Taging lake 1 
And did not the thick ice bend and break 1 
And the hungry fishes call their young 1 " 

The village was roused by the tale of fear ; 
The old and the young were gathered near : 
" Oh, pilgrim of the fathomless lake ! 
"We have hearths to warm, and bread to break, 
And hearts to join thee in worship here." 

The horseman sate on his saddle aghast ; 
One image alone through his vision passed : 
Still is his heart, and stiffened his hair. 
Behind him grim horror and despair; 



THE RIDER AND THE BODENSEE. 169 

The dismal abyss alone lie sees, 

His spirit sinks in its mysteries ; 

To his ear some hideous fancy bore 

A crashing sound like the cannon's roar; 

His sweat flows down like a watercourse ; 

And, drooping heavily from his horse, 

He found a grave upon the shore. 
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THE LOEELEL 



IMMANUEL. 

The Lorelei, the Lorelei, 
With her magic music clear ; 
Eesounding there, resounding here, 

By the river rushing free : 

The trancM mariner draws near. 

And his helm is cast a-lee. 



Oh, monarch's son ! why hear her sing ? 
Thou knowst of the legend well : 
Canst thou not find another spell, — 

A harp of a gentler string 1 

Shall mourners toll thy passing bell 

In the freshness of thy spring ? 
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" Last night a solemn vow I swore, 

The Lorelei to embrace ; 

Last night I saw her face to face, 
And her song came to the shore ; 

My shallop shall be steered in chase^ 
Were it shipwrecked ten times o*er." 



The king's son by the rudder leant, — 
Around him his brothers all : 
No whispers from their closed lips fall ; 

But, on deathly purpose bent, 
The barque through the river's heaving pall 

Of seething billows went. 



The Lorelei's throne is the cold stone 
In the darkest deeps that be : 
She singeth to the sunlight free, 

Singeth to the starry zone ; 
Omnipotent o'er all is she ; 

Blest supremely, but alone. 
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Thither swift the shallops fly, 
With her worshippers in quest 
Of the fair form and swelling breast 

Fascinated, on they hie : 
Their fancies on the maiden rest, 

Though they know that they must die. 



Joyful amongst the breakers lone. 
Her limbs in the breeze she swings ; 
And hearken to the song she sings : 

" Come here to my river- throne; 
I breathe the breath of Cupid's wings : 

I am ready, my love, my own." 



The king's son holds the rudder-post ; 

" Hurra for the Lorelei's home ! 

What reck we of the breakers' foam, 
Or the shallop tempest-tost ? 

Almighty God of mercy, come ! 
Jesus ! Mary ! we are lost ! " 
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Shivered are hull, and sail, and yard. 

" Oh ! maid of the matchless form ! 

Clear through the howling of the storm, 
Thy song of the rock is heard ; 

The river-demons round us swarm : 
Syren ! is this thy reward ? " 



The mountain's rocky side around, 

There windeth a solemn train 
With holy scapularies bound ; 
And a low and gentle strain 
Is heard, as oft and long they rest. 

Chanting from the Book of Prayer ; 
While rosaries upon the breast 
Glimmer with a halo fair 
Upon the pallid friars, in Christian cause convened. 
To break the magic spell, and battle with the fiend 
In the circle there. 

Stretched on the soft moss, ne'ertheless. 
The Lorelei unheeding see; 
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She dallies with a wanton tress 

Like a child in reverie : 
Still proudly heaves her swelling breast ; 

Her pulses beat gently still, 
As if that band of brothers blest 
She could fashion to her will ; 
But soon her shuddering start and wandering glances 

teU, 
That powerless are her charms, and powerless her spell 
On the living hill. 

" Thou who ascended from the dead — 

Christ Jesus, God's only Son — 
Let not us be discomfited, 

We who kneel before Thy throne : 
Omnipotent, all-righteous Guide, 

Supreme o'er Heaven and Hell — 
Thou who for earthly sinners died — 
Cast us out this fiendish spell : 
In the feith of Thy power, in the faith of our prayer, 
We have found the courage to do and to dare : 
Jesus, guard us well ! " 
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From bended knees the monks arise, 

And the dusky torchlight now 
Guides them to where the Lorelei lies : 

Crossed is every pilgrim's brow; 
Incense is wafted here and there- 
Drops of holy dew distil ; 
And though 'tis hushed, the song of prayer, 
The Ave is whispered still : 
As solenm. is their march across the hallowed 

ground. 
As when the Saviour stood, with His disciples 
round. 

On the OHve HQl. 

Then sudden from her rocky throne 

The fiend in her beauty rose ; 
And though her eyes with fury shone, 

Eacked by agonising throes : 
" Unbidden guests, what would ye here 

With me, at the midnight knell ? 
Eetum, and slumber fast in fear 

Of the temptress and her spelL" 
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" We have called thee, Holy Mother, and we know that 

thou art near : 
We summon now the Lorelei before thee to appear, — 
The accurst of Hell." 

Trembling she clomb the steep ascent 

Of the utmost rocky height, 
And thus she shrieked her last lament 
Through the shadows of the night : 
" Oh father ! I am here alone, — 
Lonely, father, and beguiled ; 
Oh, quick — if thou wouldst save thine own — 
The white horses for thy child ! 
The horses ! the horses ! — I hear their coming tread : 
The murderers are on the march to lay me with the 
dead ! 

Up, ye waters wild ! " 

Sudden, from out the deepest deep, 

Rise the waters of the Ehine ; 
Each fountain, wakened from his sleep, 

Rushes from his narrow shrine. 
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The tumbling billows roll, and rear 

Mountain cataracts of spray; 
And ere the foremost monks appear, 
Intent on their hapless prey, 
The steeds of Father Ehine speed athwart the waters 

wild, 
And through the foaming surges bear his solitary child 
To her home away. 
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On the hills, on the hills, on the mountains high, 
Where rave the mad torrents, where pine-forests sigh. 
Dwell the mighty of heart, and the mighty of hand. 
And younglings of manhood, the flower of the land. 

The Turk lures them down from their lofty stronghold, 

By the sheen of his tents, and lust of his gold ; 

In legion of battle they march to the plain. 

And home of their fathers ne'er sees them again. ' 

Keraunos, the Klepht of the mountain, was dead. 
The tears of a mother o'er Kitsos were shed ; 
The tears were unheeded ; his soul was on fire 
To tread the red field, like his patriot sire. 
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The mother was left with her grief and her love ; 
For her wandermg truant a mantle she wove ; 
When sudden there came through the shadows of night 
A messenger hot from the field of the fight 

By the herald of night, the herald of night, 
Come tidings of slaughter, come tidings of flight : 
" Oh quick, on thy life ! " was her questioning wild ; 
" How fares it beneath with my warrior child ? " 

" I bring to thee sorrow, I bring to thee woe ; 
Thy Kitsos was ta*en in the battle below; 
In Mussulman bondage, all fettered and fast. 
The noon of to-morrow must needs be his last." 

Tile heart of the mother grows cold as she hears ; 
But this is no season for sighs or for tears ; 
For love has its duties, and fear must obey : 
She girded her poniard, and went on her way. 

By mountain and valley ; no rest did they know, 
As onwards they sped to the tents of the foe ; 
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But lo ! in the swiftness and might of its wrath, 
A wide-rolling XLver is guarding the path. 

By the river of wrath, the river of wrath, 
The mother in agony kneels on the path : 
" Oh quiet thy waters, thou cataract wild ! 
And bear me in mercy across to my child." 

The Angel of Mercy stretched forth his right hand, 
And bore them on wide-spreading wings to the land; 
Unscathed and untouched by the torrent are they; 
The waters are vassals that hear and o£ey. 

Now gleamed through the starlight the mom's ruddy 

glow; 
Now gleamed in the dawning Ijhe tents of the foe ; 
And now the dull roar of a multitude's hum. 
And call of Muezzin, and trumpet, and drum. 

The vanguard of Islam with pennons was gay; 
On steeds of the desert ! — ^who braver than they ] 
And there rode the child of the wilderness bound, 
With turban and cimeter gleaming around. 
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The mother ! the mother ! she uttered no cry; 
Her anguish was dumb, and her eyelids were dry : 
She pressed through the glittering throng to her son : 
'^ Oh, Klepht of the mountain ! say, what hast thou 
done? 

"Oh ! where are the armour, the sword, and the spear. 

To the heart of thy patriot father so dear 1 

His warrior spirit can know no repose 

While steel of his fathers remains with his foes." 

" Dost grieve for the weapons alone ? Can it be 
That thou hast no grief in thy bosom for me 1 
I lost them in fight, with my face to the foe ; 
They saw my last battle and struck my last blow." 

" If death be thy portion, go seek it in Fame ; 

*Tis not for the valiant to meet it in shame : 

I come — for thy glory is dearer to me 

Than aught that is left me ; — ^my son, thou art firee ! " 

The poniard, the poniard, that gleams in her hand. 
Has severed the bondage of bridle and band : 
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The cry of the Klepht through the multitude rang, 
As fierce on the Mussubnan leader he sprang. 

The Aga lies low with his face to the sky; 
The -war-horse and amazon mother are nigh ; 
The horse has his burden, — ^the mother and son ; 
The spur and the bridle ! — and Freedom is "won. 

•So wild was the wonder, so wild the deray. 
The horse and his riders fled swiftly away : 
Through pasture and vaUey unheeded they fly 
To ranges of earth that are nearer the sky. 

On the hiUs, on the hills, on the mountains high, 
Where rave the mad torrents, where pine-forests sigh, 
Dwell the mighty of heart, and mighty of hand. 
And younglings of manhood, the flower of the land. 
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